
nt. ears, but hands will press to your father to receive the care of PaTng 'laefnDcr?i UZu.IIS Lb, etc. x lie pitui wut
. . J their line. dU Wtino-- v.m J th R.vl , , mav h of mtrv.neM--

JOUt

!eDt I

ver -'. HOME CIRCLE MAGAZINE SECTION 11ugf

idr .

h

7

The Amiable Pretenders
Continued from pmioui page

privacy might make the intruders
move on. The Nice Man had come
into the room and was standing beside
the chair in which Priscilla hud been
sitting when he left her, his expression
still one of surprise, tinged deeply with
annoyance and regret.

Priscilla moved so that he could
see her, though her face was hidden
from the woman on the divan.

"I'm here," she said, in a nervous
little voice. "It was so warm. There
is a little more air here by the win-
dow."

The man's face cleared miraculously,
ana ne joined her.

was in funk, you know and stood respectfully aside,
afraid you had gone. lou're not changed

feeling faint, are you? I'll open the
window."

He suited the action to the words;
and as she looked out into the garden
Priscilla's longing for flight swelled to
monumental proportions.

"I wonder whether one could get out
that way," she said.

"Out where?"
"To the street."
"I supposo so; but who wants to

get out to the street?"
irutn rushed to her lips.
"I do," she said with fervor. .

He stared blankly at her.
But, if you want to go away

he began, somewhat stiffly.
An overwhelming desire to cry came

upon her. K anything could make
the situation worse, tears would do it;
but she felt them coming;. The lump
in her throat ' was swelling, swelling,
her self-contr- ol crumpling up little
by little.

"If you want to go " repeated the
offended young man at her side.

"Oh, I do, I do!" she urged. The
quiver in her voice caught his ear; and,
as he looked down at her, he saw some-
thing glistening on her eyelashes. His
bewilderment deepened. She was not
snubbing him. She was appealing to-hi-

He did not understand, but bis
manhood rose to meet the appeal.

"There's some one I want to avoid."
she explained. "Some one i would
be dreadfully embarrassing for me to
meet; and if I could go out quietly,
through the garden Do you think it
is possible? Do you, truly?"

Her voice was tremulously eager.
The man stepped out through the long
French window and looked about him.

"The area entrance is around the
other side; but we couldn't go out there,
anyway. That would look jolly queer.
There must be garden door somewhere
in the wall. I've an idea it's around
the corner of the shrubbery down there.
Shall we try for it?"

"If anyone should see us?"
"We are passionately, fond of gar-

dens. There s probably a door some
where through which one could walk
into this particular garden without
exciting comment. Even if the balcony
scene has an audience, it will probably
be credited to whim or sentiment: and
I don't imagine anyone will see us'

He was using the first person plural
freely and Priscilla found it comfort-
ing. She was no longer alone in her
her adventure. Gathering her trailing
skirts around her, she stepped out
through the window.

"There are some steps here; but
they are rickety. Be careful." The
man turned to lend the girl a band.
For a moment their eyes were on
level, his face, was very close to hers,
and something in the eyes, in the
whole face, made her step carelessly,
stumble, falL He caught her, held
her in his arms only a second longer
than necessity demanded, and set her
on her feet on the brick walk, with a
scrupulously formal "You're not hurt,
I hope?"

"Oh, no. thank you. It was no fall
at all" The girl replied with a

civility even more pronounced
than the man's: but in her ng

heart she felt she had fallen far,
fallen fathoms deep into something

something to which she refused to
rive a name. For the time being they
had forgotten they were trespassers; but,

rounding the shrubbery corner, they
came upon a gardener busy with rose
cuttings. Priscilla stopped short with

little exclamation of dismay; but the the thing seems different when it's
Nice demonstrated the superiority
of his sex by a cheerful serenity. He
even stood watching the gardener non-
chalantly for a few momenta before
he said, in a matter-of-cour- se tone:

"My man, there's a street door
somewhere along here, isn't there?
We'll go out that way to our cab and
avoid the crowd."

"Yes, sir. Just beyond the pear
trees. I'll unlock it for you.-sir.- "

He led the unlocked the door,
"I a beastly

hands.

a

a
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"Thank vou. sir. You'll be coming
back. I'll . leave the door unlocked,
sir."

Priscilla drew a long, exultant breath.
She had excaped. The worst was
over but was it ? 'She lookeddubiously
at the Nice Man and her exultation
ebbed. They would have to say
good-by-

e now. He was signaling for a
but there was a puzzled ex-

pression on his face.
"Now, why was he so sure I'd be

coming back that wav?" he said
reflectively. Priscilla's glance traveled
ud oast the handsome honest face with
its bovish eves, to the moo of blond her eyes.

the ruffled un-- "You'll have I
tidily.'

"Your hat," she suggested.
"Oh. I say!"
A cloud of distress swept over his

face, accenting the boyishness.
"What's the matter?" she asked.

"Don't you want to go back?"
"Well, hardly hardly. Stupid ass

to forget that hat!"
"Who not go and get it?"
"It won't look well, know if

someone should see me climbing in a
side window."

"But even if someone should see
and stop you, you'd only have

to tell who you are and send word to
one of the family.

"That's just it." the man began
and stopped. "That's the last thing
I could do."

Once more he checked himself and
stood looking miserably into the
questioning eyes. At last he squared
his shoulders resolutely.

"There's no use in dodging it. I
may as well explain that I doivt want
to be dragged into the limelight. It
wouldn't do me any good send my
name to the family. They wouldn t
know it. They.ve never heard of me.
I don't belong in there. I wasn't
invited."

"What!"
Priscilla's exclamation was a subdued

shriek, pregnant with feeling. The
man read the feeling as horror.

"Yes, I know," he said wretchedly.-"- I

ought to have told you. It's rather
a dirty business, breaking into a man's
home, but we can't always choose,
and I never thought "very much about
it before. It was all off color to speak
to you caddish trick; but looked
so you were so you know one does
things without stopping to think, some-
times." N

"One does admitted Priscilla with
conviction. Her brain was in a whirL
What was the man? He talked like a
burglar, and yet surely no burglar ever
had eyes the honest, unhappy pair
looking into hers.

"And I hated to have it all come
to an end."

There was no antecedent for the
"it," but. Priscilla seemed to under-
stand.

"Why did you go?" she asked.
"It wasn't your cabman?"

He looked surprised.
" Cabman t Oh, no. I walked.

The Old Man sent me, you see."
"The Old Man?"
"Yes; our editor. He got word that

Z was coming over from Paris
for the wedding and going back on
the two o'clock train incog., and all
that sort of thing, you know. So
he sent me up to see if I could squeeze
a word out of the old chap oa his latest

Eastern entanglement. The Duke's
down on newspaper men froths at
the mouth if be meets one; so there
was no use asking for the interview.
Had to break in as one of the guests
and watch for my chance. Beastly
business. Don't know why any decent
fellow does it; but some way or othor

Man

way,

for your paper. I managed duck
the receiving line and was looking
around for Z when I saw you, and
Oh, well, I fell down on the story, but
I knew there was another man waiting
at the train, and he d get the interview
some way or other. I meant to look
up my man; but it didn't seem worth
while. Nothing seemed worth while
except There weren't any straw-
berry ices, all apricot," he ended, lamely.

"You're a newspaper man?" Pris-
cilla asked, breathlessly.

"Yea,"
"Not a lord or an earl or anything?"
He gloomily disowned the whole

British Peerage.
The girl laughed a hysterical little

laugh, full of smiles and tears, and relief
and nerves a laugh so complex that
the man althgcther failed to analyze
it.

Oh, it's too absurd! It's too per-
fectly absurd," she said, as she turned
and climbed into the waiting hansom.
The Man stood, staring after her, his
eyes stormy, his jaw set in an ugly
fashion.

Sjhe leaned forward, entreaty in

hair which wind had to get in. can't

you

you

down

to

you

like

to

tell you, with the cabman watching
us."

"Into the cab?"
incredulous.

always.

"Oh,' yes; do, please. I'm like the
Ancient Mariner. I simply have to
tell my story but if I don't do it very
soon, I won't have the'eourage to do
it at all. Do get in."

He sprang into the cab. An in-

terested eve peered through the aper-
ture in the top and a beery voice
aiked, "Where to?"

The Man looked --at
"Anywhere," she murmured reck-

lessly. Here was kidnaping added to
her earlier crimes. It had seemed easy
to explain to the Nice Man, when she
first heard that he, too, was a rank
outsider; but now a realisation that
men have one set of proprieties for
themselves and another for their women
folk had come to her, and once more
she was afraid, desperately afraid, hat
the eternal masculine would be scan-
dalised, uncharitable, when her story
was told.

"Round Hyde Park," the Man said
to the driver: and, as he turned to
the girl beside him, she took her courage

both hands and plunged into her
confession.

UI was so ashamed. I couldn't tell
vou. It was mostly the cabman's
fault. I'd never have thought of it,
if he hadn't taken it for granted."

' No prelude; no context. The Man
was altogether befogged.

"B-b-ut he summered. She
snatched the words from his lyw.

"But it was horrid. Of course it
was. I don't see how I could do it.
The moment I was in I would have
given the world to be out. But I
couldn't tell you. I knew you would
be shocked and I you well, I
didn't want you to know. I kept feel-
ing worse and worse." She turned to
face her companion. It was out now.
He knew the worst about her. She
would be able to read his opinion of
her his face.

The face expressed nothing save
hopeless bewilderment.

'"The wedding," she explained, im-
patiently.

"Oh, the wedding!" His brain was
laboring. . "You weren't invited to
h?"

She shook her head.
" 1 just happened to be in the church."
"And you don't know the

or Lady Mary or any of that crowd?"
Another dismal shake of the head.
A singularly cheerful alertness had

succeeded the Man's state of stupefac-
tion. Hs was forward now
to look into her face; But she did not
dare to meet his eyes.

"Perhaps you aren't aa American

heiress?" he hazarded with a certain
subdued hopefulness.

She was done with masquerading
and concealment.

"I'm nobody. I'm nothing. I'm
traveling with a Cook's party and we
are staying at a cheap boarding house,
number nine, Bedford Square. Will
you please tell the driver to take me
there?"

She hurled out the damning details
with reckless defiance; and, as defiantly,
lifted her head and looked at him
only to drop the long lashes
over ner eyes again, after one glimpse
of the face so near her own.

"It really teas the cabman's fault,"
she quavered in a queer, uncertain
little voice.

"God bless him! I wish I knew
the name of that cabman. I'd like to
mention it in my prayers," said the
Nice Man, as his hand closed, gently,
over hers.

SMS'
14- -l -

ZJSUt amos COBMBTi Ba

M

Keep Youthful!
"A woman can be young TharaUButy

but once, but she can ne in kmtt oat--

He was amazed,, youthful " It is the

Priscilla.

in

"

in

Duchess

leaning

swiftly

nee mat teas xne bmm
time. Faithful use of

Ctfiam
w9 keep the skin fresh and
youthful. Sarah Bernhardt
began Its use twenty years
sgo today she is proclaim-

ed "young at seventy-on- e

fcriuataa,

o

BOeaadBl
Milkweed Cream b a dme-prov- en preps

ration. Mors than a "face cream of the
ordinary sort. A skin-heal- th cream. Then
is no substitute.

"Just to show the proper gkrwose Ingram's
Rouge. A safe preparation. Solid cake DO

porcelain. Three shades 50c

r, aaa fimmi tm Gaaat iim
Frederick F. Ingram Company

MTaaaaBuDatraatMk.

CLUB
FEET
Made Straight
In 4 Months "n

Aanaban WffiiaaM was bora
With dub FaaC Af tar otbar
traatmant had fitted bar omth- -

U laai at art. Faar
ktar itf ratoraad

bappT ktmia Mtaar'a taaan
--I tot AanalMll aaa aa Ma

JJta, 1914, with twm attaint mmd

aaafai fa. Today aha raaaaad
taxa aaa takaa ibaj a aart to

UTiMMutAiJd. ft aal

C

i tna "r7
na tferir waaaarful

1 will rutltr an aa
fcKtora af hvroi rr

atria, WTTJJAlta.
Ulgaaa, ata.

FOR OyPPLED
CHILDREN

aaa

tar awi

h'

s4Saa SSaSJaUaa. aaa aaa. Wry

WruM.liasataar am a
TW BrLata tAS--aa. 1.
SaaaaaSaaa, .ft.laaSa,

3


